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milk. She recognised her brother by his voice
and asked him to take her to Benares. Immedi-
ately she became aware, by some power of
perception which the blind seem to develop, that
sorhebody was standing beside her brother and
asked: " Who is it with you?71 I replied and
said: alt is I, mother ; the man of this house."
It looks as if she had thought that her husband
might have come. When she heard my voice,
the light went out of her face. Narasimhia said
to her: "Lakshamma, come, we shall go to our
village." She said: "Quite so. Let us go to
the village. There is that reception for the girl's
growing up. I left that task and came away."
Her wits had wandered again. Like a cloth tied
against the breeze, they were playing about every
moment. Narasimhia got a cart and put his
sister into it and returned with her to the village.
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This happened some three months ago. I
sometimes wish to send word and find out how
Lakshamma is. But the next moment I say to
myself: " What is it I can do when I learn her
condition ?" And thus I have no desire to make
any enquiry. When this talk came up yesterday
in the house, my wife said to me : " Where is the
limit to sorrow like this ? If you go on enquiring